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And nuts which squirrels cracking brought her;   170

She softly lays her weary limbs,

Whilst gentle slumber now begins

To draw the curtains of her eye;

When straight awaken'd with a cry

And bitter groan, again reposes,                         175

Again a deep sigh interposes.

And now she hears a trembling voice:

"Ah, can there aught on earth rejoice!

Why wears she this gay livery,

Not black as her dark entrails be?                      180

Can trees be green, and to the air

Thus prostitute their flowing hair?

Why do they sprout, not wither'd die?

Must each thing live save wretched I?

Can days triumph in blue and red,                      185

When both their light and life is fled ?

Fly, joy, on wings of popinjays,

To courts of fools; there, as your plays.,

Die, laugh'd at and forgot; whilst all

That Js good mourns at this funeral.                    190

Weep, all ye Graces, and you sweet

Choir, that at the Hill inspir'd meet;

Love, put thy tapers out, that we

And th' world may seem as blind as thee;

And be, since she is lost (ah wound!)                  195

Not heav'n itself by any found."

Now, as a prisoner new cast,
Who sleeps in chains that night his last,
Next morn is wak'd with a reprieve,
And from his trance not dream bid live,             200

Wonders (his sense not having scope)
Who speaks, his friend or his false hope:

So Aramantha heard, but fear
Dares not yet trust her tempting ear;
And as again her arms o' th* ground                   205

Spread pillows for her head, a sound
More dismal makes a swift divorce,
And starts her thus: "Rage, Rapine, Force!
Ye blue-flam'd daughters o? th' Abyss,
Bring all your snakes, here let them hiss;            210

Let not a leaf its freshness keep;
Blast all their roots, and as you creep